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CHAPTER II.
When I reached iny seventeenth

year, my mirror told me that I
was not wanting in beauty. I
could not, aud did not, associate
with any of the servant; they had
ceased to expect it. I spent most
of my time in the library with th
piano and books. There, ihrej
times a week, old Michael Holt
came to give me my lessons; ti ere
all my dreams were dreamed;
there I shed tears over my lonely,
loveless lot;..thereItibpedfor-- a

future that should be brighter than
the past

Should I ever find some one who
would love me! "YouU anyone
caie for a girl who had not even a
name! "Would anyone ever dis-

turb the charmed solitude iu which
I lived! Should I, like some he-

roine of fiction, go out one fine
morning and meet a prince in dis-
guise! How would my fate come
to me! What would the future be
like! What love was I hardly
knew.

One day one of the maid-servan- ts

hastily entered my room.
"Gracia," she said, "Mrs. Pat-erso- n

says you must come out of
the room at once and go to hers.
JJr. Graham has arrivea, and he
will not like to find you here."

Away went my romance, my
fair dieams vanished; the bitter
reality had come back. Mrs.
Paterson was right. What busi-
ness had a girl ithout a name in
that sumptuous library! 1 would
have given worlds to check the
hot flush that rose to my face. In
silence I laid down my book and
left the room.

In the hall, as I crossed it, I met
a gentleman M. Graham, I knew.
When he saw me he stopped sud-

denly.

"Why, who are you!" he said.
Strange that every one should ask
the same question!

I could make only my usual au-swe- r:

"lam Gracia."
"Gracia," he repeated slowly;

and I saw, to my surprise and de-

light, a look of admiration in
his keen eyes. "Are jou the
young girl supposed to be the late
housekeeper's daughter!"

My proud head dropped. What
would I not have given if I could
have said "Xo". Before I had time
to answered, he added quickly:

"I for my own part, do not be-

lieve that you are Mrs. Blencowe's
daughter; but who you are is a

mystery I cannot solve."
The words delighted me. It was

the first time anyone seemed to

think it possible that I might not

be Mrs. Blencowe's daughter.
"The squire is coming home,"

Mr. Graham continued hurriedly.
"'I do not know on which day he

will arrive; but it will be some

time next week."
"Do you think he will let me re-

main here," I asked eagerly.

"Does he know that I am here!

"I cannot answer either ques-

tion," he replied. "The squire
has never mentioned you in any

of his letters. I wrote to him

when Mrs. Blencowe died, and

said that you would stop at Her-

on's Nest, unless I heard from him

to the contrary; but he did not an-

swer that letter.'
"What shall I do!" I asked

despairingly.
"Do nothing," he replied. Keep

out of his sight for a time. I wish

I could be here when he comes,

but I go to Scotland
and shall not be back for some

weeks. I hove no doubt that he

will do something for you."

I felt more puzzled than ever

that day as to who I could possi-

bly be. I must be of good birth, I
thought, for every thing about me

betokened race.Bntto whatfamily

did I belong! Ah, that was a mys-

tery.
There was great excitement in

the household when it was known

that the master was returning.

Mr. Graham remained only a few
hours. The housekeeper had told
him about my singing, and he
sent for me to ask me to sing to
him. I did so. "When I had fin-

ished my song, he looked at me
thoughtfully.

"You need have no fear
for the future, Gracia, you have
a fortune in your voice. I have
heard none more beautiful.'

"A fortune!'' I repeated dream-
ily; and then it occurred to me
that I had nover in my life had a
shilling that I could call my own.

He spoko very kindly, tilling
me that sooner or later something
must transpire with regard to my
parentage, that I was to take
courage, and thathe would always
be my friend.

VIJft .1
"PAothWEr was BTJoken of now.hnfc
fie coming of the squire. Qaite an
army of servants suddenly ap-

peared; trim housemaids, cooks,
footmen, coachmen, and grooms,
all seemed to spring into existence
at once. The staterooms in the
great mansion were thrown open,
the picture-galler- y was set in order.
There I saw the portrait of the
squire when he was quite a young
man; and my wonder was that the
Lady Millicent Branscombe could
have resisted him, he looked so
gallant and handsome. I loved his
face, and when I looked at it I
said to myself that the owner of it
could never be cruel to me. There
was a smile in the bonny blue eyes
that promised well; but the pic-

ture had beeu painted before he
saw the Lady Millicent.

Within three days after the an-

nouncement of the squiie's return,
Heron's Xest was quite another
place. It seemed to me a fitting
abode for a " prince. Now there
was less room than ever for me. I
could not mix with the crowd of
servants in the hall; my feeling
and instinct were against it. Into
the renovated rooms I dared not
enter. My favorite place, the li-

brary, was closed' against me. My
own little sleeping room at the top
of the house, whence I caught a
glimpse of the sea, was my only
refuge, and during the next week
I lived almost entirely there.

At last I heard that the squire
had come. I had pictured him
always as he was in the portrait
smiling and handsome, but I had
failed to allow for the havoc that
years of sorrow and pain make.

It seems that lor some days no

one mentioned me to the master of

the house, nor did he make any

Inquiries about me.
One night, when I believed the

whole household to be asleep, I
went quietly down to the library
to get a book, one of Eichard Proc-

tor's called "Other Worlds than
Ours" a book in which I reveled.
There was no one there. I found

iny volume, and went back to my
room with it; but a bow of pink
ribbon fell unperceived from my

hair. As the squire passed
through the room early he saw

it lying on the carpet, and
picked it up. Just at that mo-

ment one of the housemaids enter-

ed the room.
"To whom does this belong!"

the squire asked her.
"To Gracia," answered the

maid.
She told me of the meeting after-

ward, and said that when the

squire heard the name he recoiled

as though he had received a blow.
"Whom!" he cried, in aloud

voice.
And the maid repeated.
"Gracia."
"Send the housekeeper tome,"

said the squire, after pacing mood-

ily for some minutes up and down

the room.
Mrs. Paterson hastened to him,

uncertain whether she was to hear
praise or blame. The squire, when

she entered the library, was stand-

ing before the great bay-windo-

He tnrned to her abruptly.

"I understand yon have a young

person named Gracia here. Who

is she!"
"Xo one knows, sir," was the

reply. "I found her here when I
came, and she is here still.'

"How did she come here!" was

the next question.
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"I cannot tell, Bir. I have heard
the servants say that the late
housekeeper was called away sud-

denly, that she waB absent some
time, aud returned with the child.
I do not think any one in the
house knows who she is."

A look of relief passed over the
squire's face.

"But that is improbable im-

possible, I may Bay' Some one
must know!" he exclaimed.

"To begin with, sir, I do not,"
returned the housekeeper, with a
dignified air. "As Gracia had
been in charge of theformer house-
keeper, I took her nnder my pro-

tection. Mr. Graham said he was
sure that you would not like her
to be taken to an orphanage or
a workhouse. No one owned her,
though .we jill believe! her Jo be
Mrs. Blencowe's daughter

She paused for a moment, while
the squire paced up and down the
room angrily. At length he came
to a stand-stil- l, and said abruptly:

"Send to me all the servants in
the house.''

So the butler, the head-gardene- r,

all of the old servants whe
were at Heron's Nest before I
came, were called before the squire
but not one amongst them knew
anything more than this that Mrs.
Blencowe, after being absent for
sometime, had returned with me;
but whence she had brought me no
one could tell.

Was it anger or relief on the
squire's face when they were dis-

missed, and he stood thinking so
deeply! At last he rang the bell
and, when one of the footmen an-

swered it, he said:

"Tell Mrs. Paterson to send the
the young person Gracia to me.'
Mrs. Paterson brought me the

message herself.
"Go, Gracia," she said, "and

do not be afraid. Let the squire
hearyou sing, and he will put you
in the way of making a fortune I
am sure."

But I went in fear and trembling
to the library, where the squire
awaited me. I found myself in
the presence,of a tall, stately gen-

tleman, whose hair was white as
snow, and whose face, though
marked by lines of terrible pain,
was still handsome, with the fire
of his blue eye:s undimmed. But
they were no longerlaughing eyes;
they were stern, hard and cold,
not at all like the eyes of the por-

trait. What was it that flashed
into them when they fell up-
on me! I could not tell.

Was it surprise, fear, love, or
what! I know not; but it was a
look such as I have never seen on
any human face since.

We stood motionless for a while,
each looking steadily at the other;
then he started, sighed deeply,
and shuddered. He came a step
nearer to me, then drew back;
finally he bade me approach him.
He looked into my eyes as though
he would read my soul, and then
said slowly:

"So you are Gracia!"
"Yes," I replied.
"Nothing more!"
"I had to pause, my heart was

beating so fast. I wondered what
was stealing over me. My eyes
filled with tears; the sound of his
voice seemed to stir the depths of
my soul.

"I thought," he said slowly,
"that Gracia was a child."

"I was a child not long since."
I answered; "now I am growing
up yet helpless as when I was a
child."

"And who are you!" he asked.
Always that same cruel ques-

tion! I raised my eyes, blinded
as they were by tears to his face.

"I do not know I answered.
"No one knows who I am. The
happy birds have a home; but I
have none."

"Heron's Nest has been a home
has it not!" he asked gently.
"No one can have a home who

has neither friend nor name," I
returned .bitterly.

"And you "
"Have neither," I interrupted.
He looked at me for some mo-

ments in silence, then asked:
"How old are yon, Gracia!"
"Seventeen," I replied.
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"Tell me,'' he said hesitatingly,
"wh it you remember of your past
before you came here."

"It is so little that it is hardly
worth telling," I answered. "I
remember first being near the sea,
in a land where roses grew even to
the water's edge; and I can recall
a lace that nsea to oenu over
mine."

I saw the color leave his lips.
"Nothing more," he asked

sharply. ,.
men 1 recollect lugh gray

walls convent walls I know they
were, because I remember the
sisters' facesp- -a stormy passage
across the sea, and my arrival
here. It was only when I reached
Heron's Nest that I really seemed
to come to lite."

"Did Mrs. Ble.ncowe know your
history!" he asked suspiciously.

"I believe not."
"She let fall no hint which might

have proved a clue to your par-
ents!"

"No," I replied. "I might have
dropped from the clouds for all
that any one seems to know about
me."

He murmured something that I
could not hear distinctly, but it
sounded like "Poor child!"

"Does it not strike you as a very
strange thing that I should return
home and find in my house a
young lady" how that delighted
me! "who has been living here
for years, and of v, horn no one
knovs anything!"

"I do think it strange; and,
what is more, I think it cruel," I
answered. . "1 L:ust have had
paiects, like other people. It is
to Heaven they must answer for
their neglect of me."

He was still looking at me
steadily.

"Da you know," he said, "that
you are a very beautiful girll"

My heart beat with pleasure.
No on3 had ever told me so before,
and I knew so little of the out-

side world that I could hardly tell
whether I was beautiful or not.

"Yes" continued the sciuire.
you are 'beautiful as He

paused abruptly. "And what
educatior. have you had!" he
asked.

I gave lira a list of my acquire-
ments, anl told him that Michael
Holt had taught me all I knew.
Long afterward I heard that he
had presented Mr. Holt with five
hundred pcunds, without however
assigning any motive for doing so.
Then I ventured to say that Mrs.
Paterson lad wished me to sing
to him, adding modestly that I
might, with a little assistance, be
able to earn my own living.

He smiled. Ah, me, I shall
never forget the beauty of that
smile. It changed his face alto-

gether.
"We shall see," he said. "Let

me hear you 3ing, Gracia."
He went to the piano, which

stood at the other end of the room,
and opened it

"Who taught you music and
singing!" he asked.

"The man who has taught me
everything else," I answered
"Michael Holt."

On the day before I had found a,

beautiful little poem, and the
words had pleased ire so much
ttiat I had set thorn to music. I
did not now stop to think whether
the verses were suitable or not,
but sang them.

"Whose words are those!" the
squire asked, when I had finished.
I told him.

"And whose music is it!''
And I answered him oh, so

proudly! that the music was
mine.

"Yours!" he questioned, in sur-

prise. "You must be clever! Sing
something else that you have set
to music,"

This time the song was quite
different; it was a more lively air.

A cry of delight fell from the
squire's lips as the last notes died
away.

"Excellent!" he exclaimed. "A
girl who can compose such music
need not despair."

Then I took courage, and, look-

ing into his face, asked the ques
tion that had been hovering:

around my lips from the moment I
first saw him.

aquire uacre," i said, "no one
knows anything of me; tell me, do
you know who I am!"

I saw that for one hioment at
least the question paralyzed him;
but he soon recovered himself.

"If I could solve the mystery,"
he returned Blowly, "I should not
need to ask all the questions Ihave
put to yon."

To my mind his evasion of the
truth was painful and perceptible.
If he had answered me frankly
"Yes," I should not perhaps have
dared to ask more. If he had
said "No,'' I should have believed
him. As it was, I felt that he
had evaded my question. From
that moment a strong conviction
that the squire knew who I was
kToew, itiffact, my wh"blev"history
took posession of me.

"You hope then, Gracia, to live
by your music!" he asked sudden-
ly.

"Yes," T answered quietly.
"We wi.l see what can be done.

1 must think matters over," he
said. "You seem to have read a
grpafc deal."

I looked around the grand old
library with considerable pride:

"Yes," I replied; "I have read
most of the books in this room,
many of them two or three times."

"We must have a chat about
them some day," he said. "I
have almost forgotten what books
are here I have been away so
many years." He repeated the
final words softly to himself "So
many years!"

From that I gathered that I was
not to be driven from Heron'sNest
because its master had returned.

"In the meantime, sir, will you
tell me what to do?" I asked "I
cannot mix with the servants.
Find me a place in your house-
hold where I shall not be forced to
associate with them!''

His lips quivered.
"I will think over it," he said

slowly. Meanwhile be patient,
Gracia, be patient. I will see you
again " j

And that, I knew, was an inti-

mation that I might go. I went;
but life was not the same for me
again I felt so sure that the
squire knew my whole history.

(to be continued.)

The only inheritance many re-

ceive from their ancestors is im-

pure blood. Fortunately, it is in
everyone's power to transmit a
cleaner heritage to their posterity
by the simple use of Ayer's Sarsa-parill- a,

the only blood-purifi- er ad
mitted at the Chicago World's
Fair.

No Humbug.
Foley's Honey and Tar does not

claim to perform miracles. It does
not claim to cure all cases of con-

sumption or asthma. But it does
claim to give comfort and relief in
advanced stages. It is certainly
worth trying by those afflicted or
threatened with these dread dis-

eases. 50c. B. F. Henry drug-
gist.

Bucklen'a Arnaca Salve.
The best salve in the world for

cuts, bruises, sores, ulcers, salt
rheum, fever sores, tetter, chapped
hands, chilblains, corns, and all
skin eruptions, and positively
cures piles, or no pay required. It
is guarranteed to give perfect sat
isfaction or money refunded. Price
25c per box. For sale by B F.
Henry's drugstore.

A Valuable Find.
After years of study and labor

tnare nas ax, lasc Deen discovered a
sure and never failing remedy. It
has been tested on patients, who
have despaired of ever being cured,
the results have been, in ever
case, wonderful. Groff's Bheuma- -

tic Cure is unequaled as a positive
remedy in all cases of Chronic and
Acute Inflammatory Kheuinatism,
Gout, Lumbago, Sciatica, Neural-
gia; especially Ovarian Neuralgia,
Dysinenorrhcea and all kindred af
fections. It is hlso a valuable
Blood Purifier, being especially
useful in Eczema, Psoriasis, Scro
fula, all Glandular Enlargments
and diseases of the Liver and Kid-
neys. It is absolutely free from
all narcotics. Severe attacks are
relieved in from one to three days
and a positive cure effected in
from five to eighteen days. For
sale by Ben F. Henry, Kirksville,
Mo.

A cup of muddy coffee is not
wholesome, neither is a bottle of
muddy medicine One way to
know a reliable and skillfully-prepare- d

blood-purifi- er is by its free-

dom from sediment. Ayer's Sar-saparil- la

is always bright and
sparkling, because it is an extract
and not a decoction.

AH Free.

Those who have used Dr. King's
New Discovery know its value,
and those who have not, have now
the opportunity to try it free. Call
on the advertised druggist and get
a trial bottle, free, oenu your
name and address to II. E. Buck-Ie- n

& Co., Chicago, and jjet a
sample box of Dr. King's New
Life Pills Free, as well as a copy
of Guide to Health and Household
Instructorfree.-.Allvoftishich- is
guaranteed to tlo you good and
cost you nothing at B. F. Henry's
drugstore.

Oil of Blossom.
One bottle cures stomach trou-

ble and constipation. For sale by
Smith & Dnnkin and Mckeehan &

Reed. 28-G-

How to Present a Cold.
After an exposure, or when yon

feel a cold coming on, take a
dose of Foley's Honey and Tar.
It never fails. 50c. B. F. Henry
druggist.

Free Pills.
Send yon address to H. E.

Bucklen & Co., Chicago, and get a
free sample box of Dr. King's New
Life Pills. A trial will convince
you 01 tueir merits. These pill
are easy in action and are particu- -

arly effective in the cure of con

stipation and sick headache. For
Malaria and Liver trouble they
have been proved invaluable.
They are guaranteed to be free
from everj deleterious substance
and to be purely vegetable. They
do not weaken by their action, but
by giving tone to the stomach and
bowels greatly invigorate the sys-

tem Regular size 25c per box. Sold
by B. F. Henry, drnggist.

Cotton States and International
Exposition.

Atlanta, Ga., Sept. IS to Dec.
31. 1S95. The Wabash Eailroad
has made a special low rate for
parties desiiing to attend the Cot-

ton States and International Ex-

position at Atlanta, Ga., which
will be open until December 31st,
1S95. Tickets are now on sale,
good leturning until January 7,
1S9G. Only one change of sleep-

ers ft om points on the Wabash
Line to Atlanta. For detailed in-

formation, rates, sleeping car
beiths, etc, call on or write to
nearest ticket agent of the Wabash
or conLecting lines, or

C. S. Crane,
G. P. & T. A., St. Louis.

You Can't Afford to Chance it.
A heavy cold may lead to pneu-

monia or consumption. Foley's
Honey and Tar taken in time af-

fords perfect security from serious
results. 50c. B. F. Henry drug
gist.

SPECIFIC
For Scrofula.

"Since childhood, 1 have been
afflicted with scrofulous boils and
sores, which caused me terrible
suffering. Physicians were unable
to help me, and I only grew worse

under their c.ire.
At length, I beg.ii
to take

AYER'S
Sarsaparilla, and

eiy soon grew bet-

ter. After using
half a dozen bottles
I was completely

cured, so that I have not had a boil
or pimple on anr part of my body
for the last twelve jears. I can
cordially recommend Ajer's Sarsa.
parilla as the a ery best blood-purifi- er

in existence." G. T. Keixiiaf.t,
Jijersville, Texas.
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Sarsaparilla
Ayer's Cherry Pectaral cures CobjIw and CoW
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ORDER OF PUBLICATION

In Vacation Nov. 12, 1895.
State of Missouri, "I

County of Adair. J
ss.

In the Circuit Court of Adair count. January term.

William . Patrick plaintiff vs Lewis Valandlng-ha- m

andhis unknown heirs defendants.
A T this Jay cones the plaintiff herr in b7 his at- -i

tomey. Joeph Park before tl-- undersigned
clerk ot the circuit court In vac-tio- n and files his
petition and affidavit alleging among other things,
that defendant Lewis Valandingham as he verily
believes Is dead inj if not that he Is absent and a
uon resident of the state of Missouri, annd if dead
there arepersons Interested In the subject matero
this petition who are heirs or devisees or said
Lewis Valandingham whose names he cannot In-

sert herein because they are unknown to him.
Whereupon It is ordered by the Clerk aforesaid

that said defendants be notified by publication that
plaintiff has commenced a suit atrainst then in this
court, by petition the object and general nature of
which is to divest all right, title, interest and claln
of raid Lewis Valandingham and his unknown
heirs In ard to the following descried real estate
situate in Adair county aid state of Missouri in

The south half of the south east nuar"er of the south
west quarter section twenty, m. in taonship sixty
one. 6l.range thirteen. Ij and vest the title thereto
In the plaintiff herein.

And It is further ordered that a copy hereof be
published according to law. In the Weekly Graphic,
a newspaper published in Adair county and state of
Missouri for four successive weeks the last Inser-
tion to be at least fifteen daysjbefore the 6th day of
January 1836.

State of Missouri,"!
County of Adatb, JJ. Grant Corbin, clerk of the Circuit court of Adalry
county aforesaid, hereby certify that the aboveflsFaEvMaerai
true copy of the Original Order of Publication. In 3
the cause therein named as the same appears In my
office.

Witness my hand as Clerk and the seal of said
court. Done at office in Kirksville this uth day of
Nov, 1895.

GRaNT cORBIN. Clerk.

Notice.
Notice Is hereby unci that litters of Administra-

tion upon the estate of Elizabeth Hok deceased,
late of Adair countv. Mo. have been granted the
undersigned Frank M. Howk by the Probate court
of the county of Adair, bearing date the 3 day of
October. 1805. All persons having claims against
said estate are required to exhibit them tome for al-
lowance within ore jear after date of said letters, or
they rra be precluded from any benerftof such

and if such clam be not exhibited within two
jears from the tine of the publication of this notice
they will be forever barred

FRANK.M. HOWK.

Notice.
Notice is hereby given that letters of Adnlnitra-tio- n

upon the estate of Augustus Loe. deceased,
late of Adair county, Alu . have been granted to the
undersigned Easther A. Lowe bv the probate court
of the coanty of Adair, bearing date tie 8th day of
October ISg; All persons having clams against
said estate ate required to exhibit fiemtomefor
allowance w ithln one year after the day of said letters
or they may be precluded from any benefit of such
estate: and if such claim be not exhibited within two
years from the time of the publication of this notice
they will be forever barred.

EASTHER A. LOWE.

TRUSTEE'S SALE
Whereas. Charles E. Darrow by his certain deed

of trust dated the Eth day of November 1895. and re-
corded in the recorder s office of Adair county at
trust deed book V.Page 6 jo.convejed to the under-
signed trustee all his right, title. Interest, and estate
in andto the following described real tii- - tifnit.
ed in the county of Adair, state of .Missouri, viz;

Ail of lots one, I. two. a. three, j four. 4. five. 5,
six 6. seven 7. eicht. 8. in block two. . an-- i m un
divided one half interest in lots two. 2. three, five, 5.
six. 0, seven. 7. and eight, in block three. 3. and
lots oue. r. two. a. three 1. and fnnr . in
block four. , and lots one. r. two. 2. t'hrp
). four. t. hs e, 5. six, 6. seven, t. and eight, in
block six. 6. and all of block seven. 7. ail above
desenbed lot, lying in the southviest addition to the
city of Mrksviite, which said conveyance was made
in trust to aecure the pajmenf ot one certain prom-
issory note in said deed described and whereas thesaid note has become due and is unpaid, now there-
fore, in accordance itli said deed of trnst. and at
the request of the legal holder of said note. I shall
proceed to sell the above desenhed real estate at thecourt house door in the town of Kirksville. in the
count of Adair, state aforesaid, to the highest bid-
der fur cash. at public auction, on
SATURdaYTHEjj DAY OF NOVEMBER. 1S95,
between the hours of nine in the.forenoon and five
in the afternoon of that day. to sat-sf- y said note, to-
gether with the cot and expense of eecutinethis'. R. Al. R1NGO. Trustee.

Dated the hust day of November;

A. j?. WILLAHD,

Physician and Surgeon,
Continues the practice In all the branches of theprofession. Treatment cf Chronic diseases aud in-

juries a specialty bv fhe aid of
OFFICE North side of public square: hours a to 1aa m;at0 5p.m; residence one block lorth on
Franklin street. No. 30),

Surgeon andflechanic Dentist
Is thoroughly prepar-
ed to do all profession-
al work in the most
masterlv and durable
manner and warrants
comfortable tits in all
cases. Prices reason-
able on trold nlatmi-- s

and aluminum platen
No pain in extracting
by aid of vitalized air.
Endorsed by boh the
dental and medical.

' It Soaks :'
Into the Flesh
' right dovn through the
fevered parts to where
the inflammation is
rooted. That is why

Mustang Liniment '
' fHfsc: nil nr-hm- ? r.A
pains of man or beast."
If it evaporated or re-
mained on the skin it
could not cure. That
is why volatile extracts
fail. Theycan't go down
through the inflamed
parts.

Mustang
Liniment

owes its success to its
power of penetration.
There is nothing mar-
velous about its cura-
tive powers. It is sim-
ply a few common sense
ingredients combined
in a way to make pen-
etration possible and
insure a cure.

Mustang Liniment
has been used for one-ha- lf

a century.
"Write or "Fairy Story Boof Illn.

tratctl, ato "Hints frtim a HorseMloo-to- r
Diary." Both booa mailed fra. V
L.r)n Alnmtfrf nlnn. i

43 South 5th St,, Brooklyn,'). Y.,

Ml

m.


